HARK  AWAY. 

The  Boys  of  Kilkenny. 
The  Land  of  Delight, 

THE  PLOWMAN. 

Xiove  in  the  Horrors. 


IIAKK  AWAY. 


Hark  away  His  the  merry  ton'd  horn, 
Calls  the  hunters  all  up  with^the  r^orxu 
To  tlie  hills  and  the  v/oodlands  we  steer^ 
To  unharbour  the  out-lying  deer. 

And  all  the  day  lorg  this  is  our  song, 
This  is  our  song, 

Still  KoHowing  &  following sofroUc  an^  fi'ee 

Our  joys  know  no  bounds, 
WhileVe-re  after  the  houads, 
mortak  on  earth  are  so  jolly  as  vre. 

Koaud  the  woods  when  we  beat  how  we  glow 
While  the  hills  they  all  echo  Hollow  !^ 
Witn  a  bounce  h*om  his  cover  the  stag  fiies, 
Then  our  shouts  1  ong  resoundthrough  the  skies 
And  all  the  day  long*  &€. 

When  we  sweep  o'er  the  valleys  or  climb 
Up  the  health  breaking  mountain  subhme, 
Wh^t  a  joy  from  our  labours  we  feei, 
Whieh  alone  they  who  taste  can  revcalj 
And  all  the  day  long,  &c. 


THE  BOYS  OF  KILKENNT* 

Oh  !  the  boys  of  Kilkenny  are  brave  roaring 
blades, 

And  if  ever  they  meet  with  the  nice  little  maids 
They'll  kiss  them  and  coax  them,  and  spend 

their  money  free, 
And  of  all  towns  in  Ireland  Kilkenny  for  me, 
Fal  de  ral,  &c. 

In  tlie  town  of  Kilkenny  there  mm  a  clear 
stream ; 

In  the  town  of  Kilkenny  there  lives  a  pretty 
dame, 

Her  lips  are  like  roses,  and  her  mouth  much 
the  same. 

Like  a  dish  of  fresh  strawberries  smother'd  in 
cream* 

Falderalj&c- 

Her  eyes  are  as  black  as  Kilkenny's  large 
coal,  . 

Which  through  my  poor  bosom  have  burnt  a 
big  hole ; 

Her  mind,  like  its  river,  is  mild,  clear,  and 
pure, 

But  her  heart  is  more  hard  than  its  marble 
i'm  sure. 

Fal  de  ral^  &c. 
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Kilkenny's  a  pretty  town,  and  shines  were  it 
stands, 

And  the  more  I  think  on  it,  the  more  my 

heart  warms. 
For  if  I  was  in  Kilkenny  I>d  think  myself  at 

home, 

For  it's  there  I  get  sweetheaits,  but  here  I  get 
none* 

Fal  de  ral,  &c. 


THE  LAKD  OF  DELIGHT. 

As  you  mean  to  set  sail  for  the  land  of  delight, 
And  in  wedlock's  soft  hamocks  to  swing  every 
night; 

Ifyou  hope  that  your  voyage  successful  shou'd 
prove,  ^ 

Fill  your  sails  With  affection,  your  cabins  with 
love. 

If  you  hope,  &c* 

Let  your  heart,  like  the  main-mast,  l>e  ever 
upright, 

A^dthe  union  you  boast,  like  our  takle,  be 
tight;  ' 

Of  the  shoals  of  indifFrence  be  siire  to  keep 
clear, 

And  the  quicksands  of  jealousy  .  neYer  coine 
near. 


if  vapours  and  whims,  li%,e  sea-siekn'ess, 
prevail, 

I  must  spread  all  your  c^invas,  and  catch 
the  fresh  gale, 

,  kf  brisk  blows  the  wind,  and  thefe  come* 
a  rough  sea, 
must  lower  your  top-sail,  and  s^ctid  un- 
der lee» 

usbands  e'er  hope  to  live  peaceable  lives, 
jr  must  reckon  themselves,  give  the  heliu 

to  their  wives : 
the  smoother  we  sail,  boys,  we're  safest 

from  harm, 
on  shipboard  the  head  is  still  rurd  by 
by  the  helm^ 

ti  list  to  your  pilot,  my  boys,  and  be  wise ; 
y  precepts  you  scorn,  and  my  maxims 
despise, 

•ace  of  proud  antlers  j'our  brows  may  a- 
dorn, 

a  hundred  to  one,  but  you  doubly  Cape 
Horn. 


TI*  PLOWMAN. 

plowman  he*s  a  bonny  lad, 
is  mhid  is  ever  true, 


O,  His  garters  tied  below  hb  knee, 

His  bonnet  it  is  blue,  O. 
Then  up  wi't  a*  my  plowman  lad, 

0  hey,  the  merry  plowman, 

0  a',  the  lads  that  e'er  I  saw, 
Commend  me  to  the  phryman?. 

As  I  was  walking  in  a  field, 

1  chanc'd  to  meet  a  plowman, 

1  told  him  I  would  learn  to  till, 

If  diat  he  would  prove  true  man. 
Then  up  wi't  a',  &c. 

He  said  my  dear,  take  you  no  fear, 

But  1  will  do  my  best,  O, 
ril  {Study  for^o  pleasure  thee,. 

As  I  have  done  the  rest,  Ov 
Then  up  wi*t  a*^  &c. 

My  onsen  tney.  are  stout  a:id  good. 
As  ever  labour'd  ground,  O, 

The  foremost  ox  is  lang  and  sma*. 
The  others  firm  and  roundj^  O, 
Then  up  wi't  a',  &c. 

So  h«  with  speed  did  yoke  his  plough. 

And  wish  a  gad  was  driven. 
But  when  he  came  between  the  stilts, 
^He  thought  he  was  in  heaven, 
Then  up  vvi  t  a  9  &c. 
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te  faremrst  ox  fell  in  a  fur, 
The  other's  then  did  founder, 
le  plowman  lad  he  breathleiss  grew. 
In  trolli  it  was  nae  wonder. 
I    Then  up  wi't  aV&c% 

jwln^^  oi>ce  upon  a  hill, 
Below  there  was  a  stane, 
hich  gard  the  lire  jSee  frae  the  sock, 
The  plowman  gied  a  grane,  O. 
Then  tip  wi'l  a',  &c. 

is  1  have  tilled  nieikle  ground, 
['ve  plo^ved  faugh  md  fellow, 
;  that  will  not  drink  the  piuwrnan's  healthy 
Is  but  a  saucy  fellow. 
Then  isp  wVt  a',  &c. 


1.0YB  IK  THE  HOEROIIS. 

1  lik.  ver J''  morning,  hand\% 
My  iiiaiady  was  such, 

I  in  my  lea  took  brandy. 
And  took  a  €up  too  much, 
(Hickups)  tol  de  roL 

But  stop,  I  masii't  mag  iiard, 
My  head  achesj  ifyou  ple'a'^^> 


pinch  of  Irtsli  blackguaKl, 
Fil  take  to  s^ive  me  eai>e.  < 
(Soeeze^)  tol  cle  rol. 

Now  rm  quite  <lr#wsy  grOwi|ig5 

For  tbis  very  morn, 
I  rose  when  cock  was  crowing— 

Excuse  me  if  I  yawu. 
(Yawns)  totde  roL 

Fm  not  in  a  cue  for  a  frolic, 

Can*t  my  spirits  keep. 
Love,  or  the  w  i  n  dy  cholic^ 
that  makes  ine  weep, 
(Ciics)  toi  ile  roL 

I'm  not  in  a  m<K>d  fojr  eryil|g|^ 

Care's  a  silly  calli 
If  not  to  ffet  fat  you're  contriving, 

The  only  way's  to  laugh. 
(Laughs)  tol  de  rok 


wmts. 


